GLORIOUS as the dawn art Thou,
0 Thou Light of our souls:
Glorious as the Indian dawn,

As it rises resplendent, beyond the dark hills and the
murmuring forests.

Beautiful and peace-giving art Thou,

0 Thou Rest of our souls,

As the Indian evening,

When the sun sets flaming through feathery cloud-bars,

And the world is transfigured in splendour.

For what are the dawn and the sunset

But Thine own deep thoughts of beauty and peace

Incarnate in colour before men's eyes ?

Therefore, O King, we praise Thee and thank Thee this
day.

PERFECTION of sweet and innocent beauty,
Set, by God's grace,
In frail mortal flesh:

Music of tiny feet to and fro:
Laughter, or April tears:

Each movement, each turn of the head, each step,
Each lissome, unconscious posture of grace,
A flash of the radiance of heaven.
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